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"We'll go there at once if you like. I don't know Mauglaives, you
know, absurd though it may seem. I've seen no more of it than the roof
from the main road. It would amuse me to go there."

They reached Mauglaives as night was falling. The huge chateau,
all its windows closed, rose above the village. A storm, the previous
autumn, had blown down two huge elms whose trunks lay in the old
moat.

Laverdure and his wife came out of their cottage and rushed in
astonishment to Marie-Ange.

"Mademoiselle! Well, really! Mademoiselle's here! What a sur-
prise! Mademoiselle really mustn't look at us in the state we're in. Go
and change your cap, Papa," cried Leontine Laverdure.

She was swarthy and shabby, and her eyes blinked with tears.

Marie-Ange and Lachaume did a tour of the chateau. The old
huntsman, who now did duty as caretaker and bailiff, accompanied
them. Everything was rusty, rotten and decayed. Grass grew in the
courtyard right up to the steps.

"Of course, with only Leontine and me, we can't manage to keep
things up and Mademoiselle must excuse us," said Laverdure. "I
weeded all this last spring, but it's as bad as if Fd done nothing at all.
We've done our best to look after the inside as well as we could. I wrote
to Monsieur Jean-Noel about selling the two fallen elms, but he hasn't
answered."

As he passed under the balcony from which he had thrown Jacque-
line's body, the old huntsman doffed his cap.

"It's really a very beautiful place," said Lachaume.

"Won't Mademoiselle and Monsieur Jean-Noel reopen Mauglaives
one of these days?" Laverdure asked. "Oh yes, I know there's a lot
of work to be done."

"My poor Laverdure," said Marie-Ange, "to do that either I or my
brother will have to marry someone very rich."

"Oh, it may happen, it may well happen; Mademoiselle certainly
deserves it. Is it true that Mademoiselle is now working in Paris?"

"Yes it is, Laverdure."

"What a pity! Does Mademoiselle want to see inside?"

"No, I haven't time. I'll come back again," Marie-Ange replied.

She was in despair and blamed herself for having come. "Why,
why did I want to see all this again," she thought, "the empty kennels,
the empty outhouses, the silence? What a mockery to be the owner of
an historic chateau and to have to work as a mannequin!"

"What shall I do about the two elms?" Laverdure asked.

"You must sell them of course."

"There is also Gommandeur, Monsieur le Gomte De Voos's old
horse," said Laverdure reluctantly. "There he is, doing nothing at all.
Now that there are no longer any hounds..."
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